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|HIS is not Action—excepting:, of 
course, names and places. There 


names and places. 

^ Is a girl, and a hero, and a villain, 
so It may pass as baseball Action, 
even though no one makes a home run 
in the ninth Inning with the bases full. 
Perhaps some of you saw the game, and 
if you did, you have probably won¬ 
dered what became of "Grouch" Hal- 
llnan. 

"H. Hallinan” was the way he signed 
his contract. He pitched for the Austin 
team In the Texas league In an ex¬ 
hibition game the Colts played during 
their training season, and he gave so 
good an account of himself that, when 
the Colts pitching staff went to pieces 
late in May. "Pop" Meyers, the Colts' 
manager, bought him in haste. He was 
a commonplace looking fellow, of me¬ 
dium height, with a wonderful pair of 
shoulders, a deep chest and short, pow¬ 
erful arms. He pitched sldearm mostly, 
with scarcely any preliminary motion, 
and he possessed a fast shooting curve 
ball and great speed, which he attained 
without apparent effort. Heavy eye¬ 
brows and a dark complexion gave his 
face the appearance of unfriendliness, 
and from the Arst. because of that and 
because of his natural quietness, he was 
nicknamed "Grouch.” 

r The Colts' star pitcher, then, was 
•smoke" Calhoun, so called because he 
pitched with such speed that his fast 
ball was supposed to burn the air. Cal¬ 
houn had ranked among the leading 
pitchers for four years. He was a 
perfect physical animal, rather reckless, 
careful only in dress, and popular. Al¬ 
though he drew the largest salary on 
the team, he was seldom in funds, and 
was always surrounded by admirers, 
who Aocked around him in every city 
on the circuit. He was clever at story 
telling, a "good fellow" and in the 
senior class at poker. 

Hallinan joined the team during the 
eastern trip. Calhoun turned away and 
walked across the lobby of the hotel 
while “Pop" Meyers was introducing 
Hallinan to his fellows, and some one 
laughingly remarked that the star was 
jealous. At luncheon I asked Calhoun 
what he knew of Hallinan and how 
good he was. 

“I don't know the fellow. Never saw 
him work." responded Calhoun, testily. 

"His manner offended me and I 
walked over to Hallinan after leavirtg 
the table, to get the Information I 
wanted." 

“Didn't Calhoun tell you?" he asked. 

“No. Did you ever play with him?" 

“Yes. We came from the same town 
and used to play together. I thought 
perhaps he had either boosted or 
knocked me." 

“You're from Omaha, then?" 

“No—we live in D-, a small place 

not far c— “ Omaha. I suppose Cal is 
ashamed of it." 

The evening we reached home after 
the long ride front the east, we were 
waiting, grips in hand, ready for a 
hasty exit from the sleeping car as soon 
as the train drew into the station. I 
happened to be standing next to Hal¬ 
linan, and to make conversation I asked, 
casually: “Where are you going to 

live, in town?” 

"I don't know. Somewhere near the 
park. I guess." he responded. 

“Has any of the boys told you 'of a 
good boarding place?" 

"No." He hesitated a moment. "I’ll 
go to some hotel tonight and hunt one 
tomorrow." 

“Come over to my place tonight and 
stack your things there until you get 

located." I Invited. 

“Thanks." he said slowly, and as if 
hesitating. “But—I don’t know.” 

“rve plenty of room and it beats a 
hotel. What's the matter?" I added, 
seeing hi* hesitancy. 

“Well—I thought—I was afraid may¬ 
be some of the fellows might think I 
was trying to stand in with the paper 
men." 

I laughed. “Pop” Meyers, who had 
overheard part of the conversation. 

broke in. 

“Stand in?" he snorted. “Stand in? 
Why. kid. he'd sleep with his brother 
and rap thunder out of him in the pa¬ 
per if he made a bad break. Run on 

with him." 

Pop was as frankly critical of re¬ 
porters as he was of players, and those 
who heard him laughed. 

"Thanks.” said Hallinan. gratefully. 
‘ Til come." H stopped and added, as 
if with an effort: "It was decent of you 
to think of it." 

That night Halllnan's reserve was 
broken. I kept bachelor quarters then, 
over In an old quarter of the city, in 
a mansion that had been abandoned 
when the factories crept close. I had 
two bedrooms and bath, and a lounging 
room with a great Areplace paneled in 
dark oak. and beamed heavily. It had 
been used as the library in the old 
mansion, and when my books were on 
the shelves and the drawings and etch¬ 
ings of my friends among the newspa¬ 
per artists were placed to cover the 
shabby wall cloth—when the noises of 
the city were shut out and a Are 
crackled in the big Areplace—it made a 
home of a sort few bachelors in a big 
city ever experience. 

It was a book that broke the Ice— 
a book of bi-ds. A friend had presented 
it to me because he had done the color 
plates. When Hallinan opened the vol¬ 
ume. he exclaimed in admiration. Five 
minutes later, when I discovered he 
knew and loved birds. I was dragging 
down my Wilson and Bonaparte plates, 
and my Audubon, and all my own poor 
plates and sketches. We forgot we 
were reporter and player, and it was 11 
'clock before he ceased telling me of 
he prairie birds he knew. After sand- 
wiche' and a bottle of beer, he came to 
the door of his room in pajamas and 
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ig league yet— he had torn or wrenched the ligaments morrow. Ten minutes later Pop kicked married sister In Cinderton, and that by -!” I heard him exclaim: and , wor 

of his shoulder and would not be able me On the shins and I asked: Calhoun had called on her. then, turning quickly to one companion, ^ali 

le Texas to get to pitch again during the season. He “Pop, have you decided on your “He made It a ijoint to tell me,” con- he said: “Telephone them to hedge. gan 

you know the had asked me not to mention the fact pitcher?*/ plained Hallinan * bitterly. "Said she Take any odds to cover up." I saw j, 

in the paper through fear the knowl- “Not yet—I'm waiting for Jimmy to told him to be sure to tell me." Calhoun start as his name was uttered, f ee | 

* edge that he was crippled might en- come down. He's working on Hallinan’s "Why don't you call on her?” I in- and argue protestingly with Meyers; a 

rther clash be- able Mackey, the Cinder manager, to shoulder.” quired. then he glanced half fearfully toward _i a , 

until the week use his pitchers to greater advantage. The conversation was resumed, and “Why. she sent Calhoun word she was Mortimer and walked out to the pitch- su p 

:ason. The two We won t j, e flrst garae> with Calhoun not five ‘minutes later, Jimmy came here, and didn't let me know," he ex- er's slab. wa , 

:h other, and I pitching in magniAcent style, and lost down and Pop moved a little away from plained lamely. Hedging the bets was Impossible. Be- j )ft 

ly was glad, for the second wlth Lefty Carter working the table. It was evident that he want- I scoffed, and bit by bit drew the fore Mortimer's man had time to tele- wrj 

ch was striving j n poor f orm . To wtn t h e third meant ed us to hear, while pretending not to. story from him. It was a little Covers' phone, the Colts had fallen upon Mar- the 

The team was everything to each of the teams. The and I understood that the scene was quarrel, nothing more. Hallinan had tin’s pitching and batted out three clean tlm 

Anal series of n tgj, t before that Anal game I went manufactured for a purpose. been jealous of Calhoun. The girl had runs in the Arst inning. Henderson, T 

in and then re- down town again. Interest was intense. “Well, how’s his arm?” asked Pop. in resented his jealousy and grown angry who was hurried to the rescue, stopped frol 

mds and Anish Everywhere I was received with open the accusing tone he some times used at his vague hints that Calhoun was not the Colts, and the game rushed on with , 

k clubs. Every arms and a ] way g the object of the re- with offending players. to be trusted. She had evidently Airted the score 3 to 0 to the end of the sixth th “ 

s games in Cin- cep ti 0 n was the same—to And out “It's better, but not quite right,” re- outrageously with Calhoun to revenge Inning. Calhoun was pitching well, but .. . 

decide the pen- whether Hallinan or Calhoun would sponded Jimmy. “I put a warm band- herself upon Hallinan; and he, not un- it was evident that he was worried, 

ns still had a pitch {or the Co | ts . Mortimer drew me age on it after working with it." demanding women, had given up hope. Each time he went on the Aeld. to v 

>lts, the Mam- as ( de at the flrst opportunity and in- “It's good enough to work with, sulked and widened the breach. I went the bat, or to pitch, he was compelled * 

and. although q u | re( j : then?” demanded Pop. to bed, marveling at the ways of lovers, to pass close in front of where Morti- r* al 

, they were at .. Dld you Bend out anyt hing about "Well, he could work—” Jimmy hesi- I was downtown the next morning, mer. purple with anger, was sitting. J”® 

i either of their Hallinan’s arm?” tated. The betting had taken a strong upward And each time, the gambler made a ... 

10 were second, “No.” "Could?" roared Pop. In the tone of turn and the admirers of the Cinders trumpet of his hands and shouted sorae- 

were Arst, had "Well, boy,” he remarked, “here’s our voice he used on the Aeld to recalcitrant were backing their team heavily. Mor- thing at him that sounded like a qu /, ( 

e hard struggle chaJlce t0 c ] ean up . with Calhoun players. “Could? You toddle up and timer met me with a scoff. threat. 

.nere were only pitching, the Colts will win sure, and tell him he will work. He’s got to. I've "These baseball guys are getting I saw that Nettie Baldwin was lean- tim 

irst and third the crowd h?re thinks Hallinan is sure only got him and Cal I can rely on and wise," he sneered. "If I hadn't been ing over the railing of her box; her 

interest in the t o pitch, so they're backing the Cinders, six more games to go. He’ll work to- careful, I’d have laid a big bundle on face was aglow with excitement, her cur 

ine morning Better let me bet a hundred for you." morrow if he breaks his arm off. Tell th « Colts to win, thinking Calhoun hands clasped tightly and ev$ry muscle 

I went to Fop "How do you know Calhoun will him I said so." would pitch.” .tense and alert. Twice when Calhoun ® a Y 

rho would pitch pitch?” j inquired directly. T . . ’ ,, . “How do you know he isn’t going to?” was in the play she clapped her hands cur 

„ „ „ ”1 know Halllnan’s arm Is so bad he , n fhe fie. 1 asked ' with glee ' ° ver at the end of the did 

he responded can’t W ork. Calhoun is at his best and "I kn °w. all right,” he answered, bench, squatting in the dirt, discon- 

Meyers will send him in sure." "And I know Halllnan's arm is bad, solate %nd unheroic, sat Hallinan. the 

I ve an after- “Where did you get this?” I asked, hI.^H dltlS ’ P °° r and that he’s only pitching because picture of gloom. Occasionally he 

news to, and it -Maybe some one is stringing you?” ae X“* ,,, 11 waa /*“. ly a ^ tlng - „ Meyers made him." glanced quickly toward the girl, but 

*•. „ "I get this straight from the feed ’■? a ! aa ’l . J" 6 ". "Yes, it's tough on him. but Pop evi- each time turned as quickly away. 

) to you, said box,” he answered. marked Pop to me decisively. \ ou may Gently don’t thinlc it as bad as he says Calhoun pitched badly in the seventh 

cably. "So I’d tell your paper that. Sore arms aren t lt ls .. r rema rked. anxious to add to his inning, but 

ill.” 1 weru DacK to tne notei angry and excuses at this time of the season.” 

” I urged, see- worried. Th* first Person I saw was “I’ve got to go write it for the paper, Mortimer with a party of friends 

at he was wor- °.?£ hT^rried^ur^to see°vou'before vn« felloW8 ’ * remarked, rising, and in a occupied a box near the press box that mouth behind his big hand and call 

turned in Pnn" I remarked “T’ve hLn m £?71 ent the , P arty broke U P* afternoon, and evidently they were ”Y«,u settle tonight.” and I Intended to'see her tonight, but 

“It's this way,” he sa d, conAdent a ly ‘ a L" ed “A™*®! ,£?£* ™ 1™“° «! e pleased with themsei ves and with the Calhoun started as if he had been now the arm Is gone It Isn't any use." 
"The gamblers down here are getting . . . . . . „ ' . n la ? elevator, I saw Calhoun in the telephone world. During the preliminary prac- struck. He hurried to the bench and "I always thought you were game.” 

inside information about our pitchers “PP“' taal b “~ h a af ra J® and b 00t h and knew who the guilty one was. tlce x saw a tal ,_ sIen der. anSious look- spoke to Meyers. An instant later Pop I blurted out. “This is the Arst time 

and they are using lt In betting. Some suckers are betting him R tr> s ,hof } stopped in Hallinan s room. It was j ng young woman enter one of the was shaking his fist under the nose of I ever saw you show the yellow.” 

one around this team is keeping them cinders heat us n*nH he is ,.n-„ late, but he was up. He knew all about poxes beyond where Mortimer sat. With the big pitcher and talking wrathfully. "Yellow?" he exclaimed. "What do 

posted. They seem to know better than , r _ fh , _ „ n ,, . K the plot and we talked it over In low ber was another woman, and a party of The other players stodd around listen- you mean?” 

1 do what the condition of the pitchers Y s who i h tlnnimr him-’ houn tones. He seemed gloomy. men. There was no need to tell me ing, and one threw his glove high In "You're aftald to go s^e that girl, 

ls and which one will work. I want to either mo “Cheer up, Hal, I remarked. "By W ho she was. Her gown and her fresh, the air with a gesture of disgust. You’re going to let Calhoun take her 

catch the man who is supplying them ~t»»nr .„ .V l °.^ thls time Mortimer and his syndicate ea g e r. slightly sunburned face, and her Meyers spoke suddenly to Hallinan; away from you without a Aght. I'll 

with newB. and by Jiminy Kraut! camoun. rop replied slowly I haven t know who will pitch or think they do, evident excitement all revealed the and he. galvanised into life, raced to bet a hat if you don’t go to see her 

good of him. I hadn't intended saying (which was Pop's strongest swear ‘,*“.i“ a ‘‘ n ~' say and the gamblers will be upsetting the country town bell* enjoying all the the gate through the stands, hastening tonight she’ll be so hurt she’ll tako 
n- - thing, but he’s been up to some of wordl I’ll double cross them thia trip.” n a veni.<-amoun was downtown with entire town to bet that the Cinders win. sensations of a Arst trip to a great city, out to warm up. him out of pique. I don’t think she 

hts underhand work again.” I went down town to investigate , ht „ *’ >ou to ' They will have to cover all their prevl- jt did not require any further evidence It was plain Calhoun was shaken by cares whether you can pitch or it you 

"Oh, forget lt. Hal.” I urged, think- gambling that evening and placed my- ? ' . . . , ._ ... , , ous bets and it will take a bushel or to convince me she was Nettle Baldwin, Mortimer'! words. He was afraid to win don’t know a three base hit from a 

Ing to restore good feeling. "You fel- ge if in the way #f Mortimer, the leader _ 1 ‘ artad ;°f. e ‘ an JPf r ’ taInkin K money. Then think how they will feel but my surmise was conArmed an in- the game for fear of the big gambler, bunt" 

i-ws are quarreling like a couple of 0 f the biggest gambling syndicate In a '."f. n ' "f 1 , at * " ad “ oe " re ' when Calhoun is annoilnced to pitch to- stant later when her face hooded with afraid to throw it because of his fellow "You think so?" His tono was a 

kids. Shake hands and forget what- the city. I bad previously met him mo gamblers, morrow.” color and »she bowed stiffly as I saw players and the wrath of Pop Meyers; little more hopeful; but full of doubt, 

ever troubles you.” casually. wnen no a me. Instead of replying. Hallinan dropped Hallinan raise his cap and pass on. A and he was trying to get "himself taken "Yes. Go out and show her vour 

T:.<:o arc some things a fellow -I hear Halllnan’s arm has gone bad,” "Keep your shirt on.” he ordered. “I his face into his hands and sat silent on moment later she bowed and smiled as out. The Cinders, quick to seise upon bum arm and you'll be her hero 

fflr't forget," answered Hallinan, he remarked, after we had been served d° n-t mean you. I've suspected Calhoun the side of the bed. I was surprised and 8 he recognized Calhoun. Calhoun the situation, were yelling with re- whether you ever are one again or 

slowly. at the bar. * or 80me time, and have been watching for Ave mihutes neither of us spoke, warmed up half Idly, every nerve re- newed hope and striving by noise and not.' 

' If you think I’ve been knocking you “It has been troubling him some,” I bltn. I And that he owes Mortimer a Finally he looked up and said: vealing that he knew, or thought he taunts to increase the panic that was He blushed and 1 went on: 

r • Nettle, you're mistaken” Bneered responded, as if indifferently. "But I bunch of money, and I believe he is do- "Just the same. Id give a year’s sal- knew, he was not to pitch. A sharp raging in Calhoun's being. The “streak "If you’re yellow enough to letothat 

: ..• our. “I've just as good right to guws It’s good enough.” fbe tipping. Here's where we double ary to be able to pitch that game and word from Pop Meyers started him of yellow" which Hallinan said existed, crook have her-” 

vi" ; t e to her as you have anyhow” “Say." he remarked then, lowering cross them. Let's go down to the cafe, win it.” _ working In earnest. Hallinan was was becoming plainly visible. "I'll go,” he said. “Help me dress." 

"Keen her name out of this'" ordered his voice to a conAdentlal tone, “you Calhoun is there. After we've been > . “Why?" I asked. “It doesn’t make any throwing hard, and only the lines The Arst batter droye the Arst ball 

H i:i“.an. theateninelv and with send it out that way and tip the local with him and his friends for a time, ask difference to you. and what a trimming around his mouth showed that every pitched safe to left. Calhoun was It was after midnight when a knock 

, n. hed Asts “Write home all the in- newspaper boys that his arm is all me who ls going to pitch." Mortimer will get! It is justice that move of his arm was agony. He still loitering, wasting time and evidently on the door awakened me. 

s'orations you can think of but if vou right and I’ll make you a present of the We went downstairs. Calhoun was Calhoun will have to be the one to trim was pitching when the umpire, after a striving to rally himself as the din “Come in.” 1 called sleepily, turning 

dr ,- per name nto it I’ll knock your best suit in town.” there with a party of friends, drinking him. He won't dare try to lose the brief consultation with the managers, increased and the crowd caught the on the light. Hallinan poked his head 

b ■ ~k iff" 3 I determined to get to the bottom of water to their hard drinks and enter- game." lifted his cap and announced: hope of the Cinder players. The Colts Into the room. 

'•’•I nf . admit the matter and ignoring his insulting tainlng them as he basked in the "She's here," said Hallinan mourn- "Ladies and gentlemen: The batter- delayed, ran in to enco\irage Calhoun; “Say," he said. “It’s all right. And 

fed • \nvhnw i felt a,ire i crml,I make ofTer of a bribe I tried to draw him out warmth of their hero worship. They fully. '’She’ll see the game, and she’ll les for this game will be Martin and lt was in vain. His nerve was gone. —and—say. she said she'd like to have 

u si i ie< i i d e t 'iriilinan had confessed to me the pre- called to us to Join them and. after In- see Calhoun win.” Jackson for the Cinders, Calhoun and The next batter drew four balls with- you be best man—this fall." 

kn.twr 1 , 1 m ever Vince we were kin-. ding evening that his arm ached like troductlons. we talked baseball ajid the Here was a new complication. He O'Grady for the Colts." out getting one near enough to the And that's what became of "Grouch" 

and he wa» yellow and a quitter ii ulcerated tooth and that he believed probable outcome of the game "of the told me Nettle Baldwin wag visiting her 1 was watching Mortimer. "Cro 1, plate to hit. The third batter smashed Hallinan 


He was silent for a few moments, 
and then remarked: “It will never be 
of any account again. The Doc says 
I’ve torn the shoulder muscles loose. 
It’s me back to the farm—or rather 
to the hardware etore." 

he escaped without per- "Hal," I remarked, ”1 saw the girl 
mltting a run to count, and as he came at the game today. Have you called 
off the Held I saw Mortimer shield his on her?” 

"No," he said hopelessly. "I saw her 











